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Now ifyou arc a maidc,ar.fwcr to this. 

Hero I talkt with no man at that hower my lord, 

'Prince Why then arc you no maiden. Leouato, 

I am forv you mud hcareivpon mine honor, 

My felfc,mv brother, and this grieucd Countc 
Did fee hcr,heare her, at that howre lad night, 

T alke with a.i uffian at her chamber window, 

Who hath ipdeedc mod: like a liberail vilLine, 

Confcd the vile encounters theyhaue had 
A thoufand times in fecret, 

Iohn Ffe,fi e, they are not to be named my lord, 
Nottobcfpoke of, 

T here is not chaftitie enough in language, 

Without offence to vtter themithus pretty lady, 

I am fory for thy much mifgouernement, 

Claud, O Hero '.what a Hero hadlf thoubin. 

If halfe thy outward graces had bin placed. 

About thy thoughts and counfailes of thy heart? 

But fare thee well, in old foule, mod faire,fareweli 
Thou pure impietic,and impious puritic, 

For thee lie locke vp all the gates of Loue, 

And on my eie-liddes (hall Conieflure hang, 

To turne all bcautie into thoughts of harme, 

And neucr (hall it more be gracious. 

Leomto Hath no mans dagger here a point for me. 
Beatrice Why how now cohn.wherfore finke you down. 
‘BaStard Come let vs goithcfe things come thus to light, 
Smother her fpirits vp. 

Benedicks How doth the Lady? 

Beatrice Dead I thinke,help vncle, 

Hero, why Hero, vncle, fi gnior Benedicke,Fner. 

Leomto O Fate'.take not away thy heauy hand, 

Death is the faired couer for her flaanie 
That may be wifi it for, 

Beatrice How now cofin Hero? 

Frier Haue comfort lady. 

Leomto Dod thou lookc vp? 



Frier Y ea, wherefore (hould (he not? 

Leonato Wherforc? why doth ncteuery earthly thing, 
Cry fhame vpon her?could Hie here deny ' 

The dory that is printed in her bloudt* 

Do not hue Hero, do not ope thine eics, 

Fordid I thinkc thou woulcld not quickly o'ie, 

Thought I thy fpirites were drongcr than thy (Lames, 

My felle would on the rereward of reproches * 

Strike at thy life. Grieued I I had but one? 

Chid I for that atfrogall Natures frame? 

0 one too much by thee: why bad l one? 

Why euer wad thou louelv in my eics? 

Why had I not with charitable hand, 

Toolce vp a beggars iffue at my gates, 

Who fmirched thus, and mired with infamv, 

1 might haue (aid, no part' ofit is mine, 
i his /hame dcriucs it fe'fe from vnkno wne loyncs. 

But mine and mine 1 lowed, and mine I praifde. 

And mine that I was prowcf on mine fo much, 

I hat I my felfe,was to my feife not mine: 

Valewing of her, why (he,0 fhei'sfalnc, 

Into a pit of incite, that the wide fea 
Hath drops too few to wafh her cleanc a^aine, 

/' nd (alt too little, which may feafon giue 

To her foule tainted fle(h, ■ 

lien. Sirjfir,bc patient, for my part I am fo attired in won- 
der, 1 know not what to fay. 

Beat, Don my foule my colin is belied. 

Bern, Lady wereyou her bedfellow lad night. 

Beat. No truly, not although vntill lad night, 

I haue this twelucmonth bin her bedfellow.^ 

Zeew. Conf mid,confirmd,0 that is lfronger made, 
Which was before bard vp with ribs of y i on," 

W ould the two princes he'and Claudio lie, 

Wholoued her fo.that fpeakingofherfoulencde, 

Wafht it with teares! hence from her, let her die. 

Frier Heare me a little, for I haue only bin filent fo long,& 

giucn way vnto this courfe of fortune, by notins of tire lari 
nauemarkt, ' - 
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